A *' w I difois’d becaufe you fay, 

/‘And l beleeye that I am gray ? 

Know Lady you have but your day, 

And night will come when men will fweare, 
T ime hath fpilt Snow on your haire ? 

Then when in your glafie you feeke. 

But finde no Rofe buds in your cheeke, 

No nor the bed to give thee (hew, * 
Where fuch a tare Cornation grewj 
And fuch a Trailing Tulippe tooj 
O then too late in clofe your Chamber keeping. 
It will be told, 

That you are old. 

By thole true teares y’are weeping. 


Vpen a Gentlewoman walking on 
the Grajfc. 

^Vre’twas the Spring went by, for th’earthdid watte, 
Her long hid Tweets at her approach^ and plac’d, 
Qu/cke pregnant flowers upon the verdant grafle, 

T° breath new freflinefle where (he will’d to pafie. 
The fender blade veil’d as flic trod and kift 


To'intsl 

The foote that covered it,but when it rnift. 

Her oentle preffure ( like a wife whofe bed ^ 

Is fcorn’d) itdroopt,and fince hung doyvne its heia§ 
Till by a ftrength Love gave to entertainc, 

Her wilh’d returne it rear’d it felfe ngaine : 

And now (lands tall in pride 5 but had it feene 
Her face ( that court of beauty where the Queene 
Of Love isalwayes refldent ) it would 
When the Sunne dallies with it, weepe in cold 
And pearled dew at noone, gveev d that her race 
Might not as did her fecte daigne equall grace 
In moving neerer to it ; what my happy eyes 
Saw there (though from that houre their faculties 
Are ever forfeit ) this bright Vi (ion yet, 

Muft needs ingage me in a further debt 
To her, then there want quits, fince what I lee. 

In being lefle faire,muft be a lcffe to me. 


On his Love going to Sea. 


•p Arewell (fairc Saint,) may not the Seas or winde, 
” Swell like the hearts and eyes you leave behinde. 
But calme and gentle likf the lookes you beare, 
Smile in your face , and whifper in your care. 

Let no bold billow offer to arife, 

Thu if may neerer Lookc upon your eyes, 
v ; ■ MJ 


Leaft 



